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It was as if 


The very sky 
Was rigged 
Wired up 

To invisible loudspeakers 

Volume and bass 
Turned up 
All the way 

Then it was let loose 
A kind of personal 
Audio apocalypse 
Of my very own 

The ground shook 
From the shockwaves 

The blue.peaceful sky 

Was deceiving 

There was something sinister there 
All afternoon 
As I tried 

To numb the damage 
With beer after beer 


But with little effect 




But even that little effect 


Was praise worthy 

Invisible devils 
Invisible harpies 
Invisible raptors 
Of audio 

The afternoon 
Was possessed 
With a capacity 
Of distorted sounds 

Distorted voices 
Jagged voices 
Bladed voices 

Audio 

From another place 
Broken loose 
Upon my world 

Where to begin 
To describe 
The insane rampage 
From the sky 



The mind 


Brought to the edge 
Of its own 
Known world 

Taken by surprise 
Spirit obsession 
Spirit oppression 
Is real 

And the nights 
Are as dark 
As they always were 
Though now 

Lined with audio barbed wire 

Will it end 

Yes.I think it will 

But not before 
I'm brought to my limit 
Of persecution 
In the afternoon 
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